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FRIDAY, AUGUST 26, 1921.

Did You Eter See Job’s Coffin?

IT is visible about 10 o'clock at night, directly in the
south, north of east from Allair. The constellation

called Job’s Coffin is a little

gether, somewhat like a fish with a drooping tail

group of stars close to-

. T;his Day in History

THIS is the anniversary of the first» use of firearms
‘and cannon at the battle of Crecy, in 1346, between
the English and the Frenck.
the doom of the spear and pike, the ancient method.

The innovation spelled

Robert W. Chambers’

Famous
Story

Hearts and High Society, by the Greatest
Living Master of Fiction.

By Robert W Chambers. 1

" Whose Novels Have Won Him Ie

ternational Fame.

€€ DON'T want to meet ary

I cock - fighters,” growled est-

gard.

““They're all right, too—but there
mre all kinds of interestin’ people
in my ecircles—writers like Karl,
huntin’ people, & professional Lere
and there—and then there's that
fascinatin’ Mrs. Wyland-Bally, the
beat trap-shot’—

“Trap-shot,” repeated Westguard
in disgust, and took his cigar and
himgelf Into seclusion.

Quarren also pushed back his
chalr, preparing to rise.

“Doin’ anythin’?" inquired O'Hara,
desiring to be kind. “Young Cala-
han and the Harlem Mutt have it
out at the Catartet Club tonight,”
he added persuasively.

“Another time, thanks,” =said
Quarren; “I've letters to write.”

He wrote thern—all the business let-
ters he could think of, concentrat-
ing his thoughts as much as pos-
sible. Afterward he lay down on
the lounge with a book, and re-
malined there for an hour, although
he changed bookas every few min-
utes. This was becoming a bad
habit. But it was difficult reading,
although it ranged from Kipling to
the Book of Common Prayer; and
at last he gave it up and, turning
over, buried his head in the cush-
fons.

This wouldn't do either; he rack-
his brains for further employment,
found excuses for other business lat-
ters, wrote them, then attacked a
pile of soclal matters—notes and let-
ters heretofore deliberately neglect-
ed to the ragged edge of decency.

He replied to them all, and inva-
riably in the negative.

It gave him something to do to
B0 out to the nearest lamp post
and mail his leiters. b.it when
again he came back to his room
the silence there left him hesitat-

- But he went in and locked his

door, and kept his back turned to
the desk where pen and ink were
tempting him as usual, and almost
beyond endurance mnow. And at
last he weakened, and wrote her
once more.

“My Dear Mrs. Leeds—

“] feel sure that your faflure
to answer my note of last week
was unintentional.

“Some day, when you have &
moment, would you writs me a
line saying that you will be at home
to me? :

“Very sincersly yours,
“RICHARD 8. QUARREN.”

He took this note to the nearest
distriot messenger office; then re-
turned to his room.

Restless Night.

After an interminable time the
messenger reported for the signa-
ture. Mrs. Leeds was not at home
and he had left the note as di-
rected.

The night waz a white one. He
did not feel very well when he sat
scanning the morning paper over
his coffec. Recently he had formed
the eustom of reading two columns
in the papar—real estate, news and
society. In the latter column Strelsa
usually figured.

She figured as usual this morn-
ing; and he read the fulsome stuff
attentively., Also there was a flour-
ish concerning an annual event at
the Santa Regina,

And Quarren read this very care-
fully; and made up his mind as he
finished the paragraph.

The conclusion he came to over
his coffee and newspaper material-
{zed that afternoon at a charity
bazaar, where, as he intended, he
met Strelsa Leeds face to face. She
said, coolly amiable:

“Have you been away?
never gees you these days."

“I have been nowhere,” he said,
pleasantly.

She shook her pretty head In re-
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THE STREETS OF ASCALON

Illustrated
by

Strelsa’s heart.

STRELSA LEEDS—A
widow, who comes to New York and is spon-
sored by one of the leaders of society.

RICHARD QUARREN—A gifted young idler,
who falls in love with Strelsa. .

LANGLY SPROWL—A multi-millionaire,

who has determined to marry Strelsa, and
who has explained his unsavory past to her
by a seemingly frank talk. '

SIR CHARLES MALLISON—A rich Eng-
lishman, who has long hoped to win

MARY LEDWITH—Who,

charming young

betrayed by

Who’s Who in “The Streets of Asgalon”

Sprowl, at last sees the good in Chester
Ledwith, the husband she tossed aside.
THE EARL OF DANKMERE—Who brings
over a lot of family pictures and incident-
ally starts Quarren on the road to useful-

n eBs.

MOLLY WYCHERLY—A great friend of
‘Strelsa’s, who breaks to Quarren the news
that the young widow has lost all her

money.
MRS.

Charles Mallison,

PROWL—A TFifth avenue dowager,
who undertakes a ma'trimonial campaign
for Strelsa, hoping to marry her to Sir

ﬂ

“Is it good pollcy for a young
man to drop out of might? Our
world forgets overnight.’

He laughed: “Something simlilar
has been intimated to me by others
—but less gently. I'm afrald I've
offended some people.”

“Oh, so you have already been
disciplined?™

*Verbally trounced, admonished
and still smarting under the dls-
pleasure of the powers that relgn.
They seem to resent my Sunday out
—yeat even their other demestics
have that. And it's the first I've
taken In three vears. I think I'li
have to give notice to my Missun.”

‘““The specter of servitude, still
seems to obsess your humor,” she
observed Indifferently.

“I am that specter, Mrs. Leeds.”

“You certainly look pallld enough
for any disembodiad role. You havo
not been ill, by any chance?"'—care-
lessly.

“Not at all, thank you. Rude
health and I continue to link arma.”

“Then it is not by chance that
you absent yourself from the vari-
ous festivities where your part is
unusually supposed to be a leading
one?"

“All cooks eventually develop a
distasta for thelr own concoctions,™
he explained gravealy.

8he lifted her eyebrows. “Yet

“Oh, yes. Charity has not yet
palled on my palate—parhaps be-
causo I need so much myself."”

“1 have never considersd you an
object of charity.”

“Then T must draw your kind at-
tention to my pitiable case by do-
ing a little begging. . . . Conld T
ask your forgiveneas, for example?
And perhaps obtain 117"

Her face flushed. “I have noth-
ing to forgiva you, Mr. Quarren,”
she sald with decision.

“Do you mean that?™

“Certainly."”

“I scarcely know how (o take
your—generosity."

His Chance,

“l offer none. There I8 no oo-
casion for generosity or for the ex-

ercise of any virtus, cardinal or
otherwise. You have not offended
me, nor I you—1 trust. * * * Have
mn

“No,"” he sald

Men came up to speak to her,
ona or two women nodded to her
from nearby groups which presant-
l¥y mingled, definitely eseparating
her froin Quarren unless either ha
or #he chosa to evade the natural
trend of things. Nealither made the
effort. Then 8lr Charles Malllson
Jjoined her, and Quarren, smiling'y
accepting that gentleman's advem:

Btralsa and went his way—which
chanced also, to be ths way of Mra.
Lester Caldera, very fetching In
Ulac gown and hat.

Susanne Lannis, lips slightly
curling, looked aftar them, touch-
Ing Strelsa’s elbow:

“Cyrille simply cannot let Ricky
alone,” she said. “The hill-posters
will find a fence for her If she
doesn’t come to her senses.’

“Who?" asked Strelsa, as ones or
two people laughed guardedly.

“Why, Cyrille Caldera.
s‘affiche, ma chere!”

“Mra. Caldera!” repeated the girl,
surprised.

“And Rickyl Are wou blind
Strelsa? It's been on for two weeks
or more. And she'd better not play
too confidently with Ricky. You
can usually forecast what a wild
animal will do, never how a trained
one is golng to behave.'™

“8uch scandal!” laughed Chyros
Lacy. “How many of us can af-
ford to turn our backs to the rest,
of the cage even for an instant?
8ir Charles, T simply don't dare to
g0 away. Otherwise I'd purchase
several of those glittering articles
yonder—whatever they are. Do
you happen to know?" :

“Automatle revolvers. The car-
tridges are charged with Japanese
perfumes. Did you never see bne?”’

Eile

she was not illtmlnl: and he trans-
ferred his attention to Chrysos.
Beveral people maved forward to

examine the pretty and apparently .

deadly little weapons: Sir Charles
was called upon to explain the Jap-
anese game of perfumes, and every-
body began to purchase the para-
rhernalia, pistols, cartridges, targets
and counters,

8ir Charles came back, presently,
to where Strelsa still stood, listlessly
examining laces.

“All kinds of poor people havae
blinded themselves making thess
pretty things,"” she esald as Bir
Charles came up beside her. “My
only apparent usefullness is to buy
them, 1 suppose.”

He offered her one of the auto-
matic pistols.

“It's loaded,” he cautioned her,
solemnly.

“What an eodd gift!” she sald
sugprised, taking it gingerly into
her gloved hand. “Is it really for
me., And why?"

“Are you timid about firearms?*
he asked jestingly.

“No. ®* * * T don't know any-
thing about them-—except to keep
my finger away from the trigger,
1 know enough to do that.”

He supposed that she also was,
festing, and her fastidious hand-

Charles Dana Gibson

'A Delightful Romance in Which a Beautiful

Girl Makes a Great Sacrifice for the
Gifted Young Man She Loves.

And when she asked him if it was o

safe to carry in her muff, he as-
sured her very gravely that she
might venture to do so. “Turn it
loose on the first burglar, he added,
“and his regeneration will begin in
all the forty-nine odors of sanctity.”

Strelsa smiled without compre-
hending. Cyrille Caldera was stand-
ing just beyond them, apparently,
trying the effect of wvarious linked
gems against her lllac gown, and
inviting Quarren's opinion of the
results. Thelr backs were turned;
Ricky's blond head seemed to come
unreasonably close to Cyrille's at
moments. Once Mrs. ~ Caldera
thoughtlesaly lald a pretty hand on
his arm as though in emphasis.
Their unheard conversation was
evidently amusing tnem.

Btrelsa's smile remamed unaltered;
peopls were coming constantly to
pay thelr respects to her; and they
lingered, attracted and amused by
her unuesual galety, charm and wit

Her mind seemed suddenly to have
become crystal clear, her gay re-
torts to lively badinage and her
laughing epigrams were deliclously
spontensous. A slight axhilaration,
without apparent reason, was trans-
forming her, swiftly, Into an Incar-
nation entirely unknown even to
herself.

Consclous of s wonderful mood
never before experienced, perfectly
aware of her unusual brilliancy and
beauty, surprised and interested in
the sudden revelation of powers
within her still unexercised, she felt
herself, for the first time in her life,
in contact with things heretofora
impalpable—and, in spirit, with deli-
cates fingers, she gathered up in-
stinctively those Intangible threads
with which man is guided as surely
as though driven in chalns of steel.

And all the whils she was aware
of Quarren’s boyish head bending
almost too near to Cyrille Caldera's
over the trays of antique jewels,
and all the while sha was consclous

F that not only a new self was being

evolved for her out of the debrim
of the old, but that, the world (tself
was changing around her—and &
new heaven and a new earth were
being born—and a new ball

That evening she fought it o«
with herself with a sort of
intelligence. Alone in her
seated and facing her mirrored gase
unflinchingly, she stated her case,
minutely, to herself from beginning
to end; then called the only witness

for the prosscution—herself—and
questioned that witness without
mercy.

Did she care for Quarren? Ap-
parently. How much? A great
dea) Waa she in love with him?
Bhe eould not answer., Wherein
did he differ from other men she
knew—S8ir Charles, for example?
fhe only knew that he was dif-
ferent. Perhaps he was nobler?
No. More intelligent? No. EKinder?

No. More admirable? No. More
gentle, more sincere, less selfish?
No. Did he, as a man, compare

favorably with other men—8ir
Charles for examprer The com-
parison was not {n Quarren’s favor.

Wherein, then, lay her intaresi
in him? She could not answer.
Was she perhaps sorry for him?
Very. Wh#7? Because she belisved
him capable of better things. Then
the basls of her regard for him
was founded on pity. No; becaus:
from the beginning—even before he
had unmasked—she had been sens-
ible of an interest in him different
from any Interest she had ever
before felt for any man.

This uncompromisingly honest an-
swer silenced her mentally for some
moments; then she lifted her reso.
lute gray eyes to the mirrored wii-
ness:

If that is true then the attrac
tlon was partly physicat? She could

not answer, Preseed for a statement
ehe admitted that it might be that.

(To Be Continued Tomerrow.)
(Copyright, by Robert W, Chambers.)

By Beatrice Fairfax.

‘The Course of True Love.
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DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I have been engaged to a firl for
three yeara and have always found
her to be ideal. We got ulong beau-
tifully until a couple of days ago,
when she confessed that for the last
two months she has had a growiug
affection for a man in her office.
Bhe says she does not love him, as
he Is not the type of a man she
would choosa for a hushand.

She i unhappy because she is
not giving me a square chance
and tells me to walt. We have
planned to make a stern fight to
bring her to her right senses, as
she is positive he does not care a
snap about her.

She tells me at times sha hates
him and other times she feels
happy in his presence. J. P.

The girl has been perfectly honest
with you. The mere fact tha. she
can so coldly analyze her feelings
for the other man and can discuss
them with you shows they haven't
a deep hold on her imagination. Try

to find which of two coursea works
with her. She may be unconsclously
trying to rouse your jealousy and to
epeed the day of your marriage.

Perhaps the flrst glow of vour ro-
mance -8 gone and this is her way
of reviving 1L Try a llttle wild
possessiveness! If that i{s wrong,
do the sensible thing and help her
got this infatuation out of her sys-
tem by discussing and calm plan-
ning with you.

Friendship and Love.

DEAR MISS IFAIRFAX:

For five years 1 have known a fine
young fellow five years my senior.
}fe is a college boy studving a pro-
fesglon, though not over enthusiastic
about his carcer. In the first four
yvears of our friendship he was a
brother to me, helplng me with my
school work. He had my full econ-
fidence. 1In the past nine months
I've learned that I care for him
more than 1 realized, He knows
this: how, I don't know. 1've rea-

\
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| son to belleve that he does not cars

for me in the least, and 18 just the
same friend as ever beforc. What
can I do? I. C.
When it comes to love and mar-
riage, a fine man is likely to be far
more sane and practical than a wom-
an, He haa to, for it {8 he who
makes the living and furnishea the
wherewlithal for her to make the
home So this boy, because of his
youth and the fact that he isn't on
a self-supporting basis, can’t permit
your friendship to turn into a love
affair. Don't agonize over it. Recog-
nize the fact that your affection
must be held in check. Self-control
ls a thing any fine character must
learn and can practice. Stop analve-
ing your friendship and wry to enjey
the loyalty and devotion which you
possess without wanting the thrills
and emotlonal qualities which would
endanger everything for you now.

A Complacent Suitor.

T have an excellent position trav-
eling for a large concern. I have
been willed a large sum of money
by my father. I have been blessed
with a good disposition. I am an
athlete, having won medals in col.
lege.

With thesa qualifications I find
it very easy to get acqualnted with

some of the most lovable girls.
But {t seems thera Is only one
whom T love and she does not

appreciate the greatest thing in the
world.

I know what your answer would
be to the majority of young men In
cireumstances simllar to mine—
“Try to forget—time heals all
wounds.”" But, although I have
traveled and tried to mingle In the

company of the opposite sex, there’

seems to be someone missing.
H. K.

Perhaps the girl you love doean't
appreciate your seclf-appreciation!
You seem mwo sure of how the girl
ought to feel and how I ought to
answer that I can well believe vou
aren't particularly lovable outside
of the worldly qualifications of
which you so smugly speak. 1
don’t advise you to look for another
sweetheart. 1 merely suggest that
vou think of how to make this one
happy.

ADVERTISEMENT.

FRECKLES

Now Is the Time to Get Rid of

These Ugly Spots.

Thera's no longer the alightest need of
an
Othine—double strength-——is guarantesd to

feeling ashamed of your freckles,

remove thess homaely spots,

Bimply get an ounce of Othine—daon-
ble strangth—from any arugglist and apply
& little of it night and morning and you
worst
while
the lighter ones have wvanished entirely.

should wsoon eses that even the
frecklies have begun to disappear,

It i meldom that
s needed to completely clesar
and gain & beautiful clear complaxion.

more

Be sure to ask for the double strength
Suarantes
falls to remove

Othine, as this Is sold under
of money back If It
freckiea

than an ounce
the wskin

lyv. “It's past ten, ma'am—I

wanted to wake you, but Mr.
Winterdick wouldn't let me. e told
me to say that he'd write.”

Eve caught her breath.

“You mean—he's gone?"

“Yes, ma'am.”

She lay back on the pillows
weakly,

Gone! Witheut & word of good-
bye! And Calligan had begged her
to give him another chance.

Eva lunched alone. Peter had
gone out early and left word that he
did not know when he should be
back. Eva sighed wearlly. She sup-
posed that last night would make
more trouble between Peter waund
Kitty., She knew that Peter had
been seething with rage and jeal-
ousy all the evening. -

The rooms seemed ,very quliet
without Phillp. After lunch she
went into the library and looked
around with desolate eyes,

One of Philip's plpes with the
ashesa still in the bowl iay on the
mantel shelf. A tweed coat of his
was tossed across the chalr back.
A letter which he had commenced
and left unfinished still lay on the
blotter. Eva went across and looked
at it. It began: “"Dear Mother." ®# ¢
She wondered what Mrse, Winterdick
would say when Phillp arrived
alone, :

After all, it did not much matter.
Things could only get worse as time
went on, till soon there would be no
need of explanation.

And—Calligan! 8he thought of
him apathetically., What would he
do now! Did he Intend to take se-
rfously what she had asked of him
last night?. The memory of her
words no longer make her cheeks
burn. She did not know whether
she stlll wanted to struggle to win
her husband’'s love. But she did
want to distract herself, to trv to
smother her own acute unhappi-
ness,

Peter came in while she was
wandering round Philip's room. He
looked rather pale and constralned.
He avolded his sister's eves,

He had had lunch, he sajid—with
Kitty, he added, with a note of de-
flance,

Eva sald nothing, and suddenly he
broke out—

“What on earth possessed Philip

TllE mald smliled sympathetical-

last night3% If T didn't know I
should have thought he had been
drinking."

His aister's cheeks flamed,

“What do you mean?” she asked
quietly.

He began to bluster. He lookad
very llke his father at that mo-
meht.

“What do 1 mean!
very well what T mean! The wayv
abominable for her! What could
he treated Kitty—he—made things
she do? 1—I was angry with her
this morning, but T can see now
that it was not really her fault.
She explained the whole thing to
ma"’

Eva's lips curled bitterly,

You know

“What did she explain? ahe
asked,

“Why—all the tomfoolery that
went on,” he =ald roughly, T
wouldn't have belleved it of Phillp
~—fit * * * § was an insult to vou
besidea being—heing  mont ome-

barrassing for Kittv. T suppose T
ought to have sald something at
the time, but with you thera * * e
FEva laughed.
“You need not troubls about me,

my dear,” she sald. “Say what yon
lika to Philip—I promise not to ob-
Ject or to interfere.”

He stared at her,

“What—what the deuca {s the
matter with you two,"” he asked at

last in bewilderment.
She shrugged her shoulders.

“Matter! Nothing! We've only
agreed to go our own and separate
ways, It seems to me that most

married peopla come to it sooner or
later. IPerhaps we'va come a little
sooner than most * * **

“Hut * * * hut you wera po kean
on him! T knew you were long be-
fore—before * * * Ha  hroke off
in dismay. ‘“Weren't you, Bonnie?"
he asked.

She could not meet his eyes,

“l thought I was—put jt that
way,” she sald as lightly as sha

could. “We all make mistakes, [
only hope you'll profit by mines,
Peter, dear"—

He laughed rather self-consci-
ously.

“Oh, T shall be alright,” he =aid
awkwardly. “TI d4idn't understand
how things weres untll Kitty ex-

Inlned. But now I know (t was
hilip'a fault.”

Eva opened her lipa to say some-
thing about Featherstone, but she
closed them again resolutely. Af-
ter all, what was the usa?

Peter was watching her uneasily.

“Where I8 Philip?" he asked sud-
denly.

She answered without looking at
him.

“He's gona home—to tha ooun-
trv."” She laughed with a little hys-
terical note in her volce, “Isn't
it generally the wife who runa
home to her mother?"' she asked
flippantly. “I'm afrald we've done
it the wrong way.”

Peter caught her by the shoul-
ders as she was leaving the room.

“Bonnle, are you? What are you
going to do here—alone?”

“I'm not alone.” She tried to
wriggle free of him. “There's you
—and Mr. Calligan.,"

“Calligan!” sald Peter, wrathfully.

Bhe ralsed burning eveas,

“Welll What have you got to
say about him?"”

Peter colored.

“Nothnig — ot least * @+ ¢ T

used to like the chap, but now

“But now!™ she echoed, as he

paused. *“You mean that you've
changed your mind? Oh, well, it
doean’t matter, I llke him very
much, however.”

Petar let her go. His wyoung
facre was full of honest trouble,

He loved his eister, and his
heart was torn between love for
her and loyalty to Kitty.

Kitty had been very clever that

morning becausa It sulted her not |

to quarrel with Peter for the mo-
ment. 8She disarmed him at the
start by carrying the war into the
enemy's camp.

“You wera horrid last night,”
she sald. ' ‘How could you behave
an you did, Peter? I never was so
unhappy * * *°

Peter was utterly taken aback.

“Unhappy!" he stammered. He
had thought he had had the mon-

oply of that particular emotion.
She nodded—her golden head
against his shoulder,

“Yem * * * yvou never spoke
to me—you hardly looked at me—
yvou let that dreadful Phillp make
love to ma * ¢ oV

“Kitty!™

“S80 you did!" Her volce was
muffled. “What could I de! You
apparently did not care, T thought

—1 thought the only thing left to
do was for me to pretend that I
didn't care either.

He made her look at him.

She put her arms around his
neck. She had always found it
a most successful method of set-
tling an argument. And afterward,
when Peter was tryving to think it
all out it seemed to him that the
whole thing had died a natural
death In kissea and foolish worda,

But now, after having seen [lva,
he was not go sure, If Philip had
pald Kitty exaggerated attention,
ghe, too, had not scemed at all un-
inclined tg recelve it. And, much
as he loved her, now he was away
from her fmmediate influence,
Peter realized that she had not
Leen free from blame.

1t worried him, too, that Phillp
ghould be his sister’'s husband. Dash
it all, the man had not played the

gAMme;
He wished Phillp had been here,

il e—

L ]
Rhyming
By Aline Michaelis.

Fried Chicken

1:\[!-.’. August sun 18 beaming
down and keeps the landscapa
frying. No wonder that 1 fret
and frown and snap off bLuttons
slghing. Some lucky folks, when
it gets hot, can hasten to the
ocean and travel In a cool, white
vacht wherever they've a notlon.
But not for me thesa coatly joyva
that make a fellow Jjolly: for me
the city's ceasless nolsa of whistle,
tram and trolley Whila others
ull at woods and shme, thelr long
vacations taking, I stav where
urbhan noisea roar, first fryving and
then baking. Yet, aa [ thus review
myv plight, on one glad thought I
stumble, which serves to maka my
burdens light and keesps my spirit
humble. As home each night I
slowly plod, when all day's taske

Optimist

are ended, T feel as stupll as a
clod, my strength Is all expended.
But, lo! as I approach my f{lat a
sweet aroma rises; I leave the poet
to his chat of flowers that he prizes
—I leave to him the noseguy of
lilies, pansies, roses, while for my
self. I only pray for leas aecstheotic
posfes. I never smelled a flower
yvat to make my pulses quicken as
can these fragrant whiffa 1 got
when wife Is frylng chicken. Oh,
boon to make each dally task seein
light and qulckly over: oh, priza
for which a king might nask, I

know that I'm in clover! 80
though at tlmes T rudely growl at
things the Summer's Ubringing,
when dining on this princely
fowl my gladdened heart goes
singing. And nona should hecd
me when I fuss and grumble
like the dickens, for Summer seen's
all beautsous when I devour friea
chickensa.
]

#0 that ha could have had the
whole thing out with him once
and for all. Why on earth Aid he
want to go racing off home? And
without! Bonnie, too. And with
that chap Calligan hanging round.

He scowled—wasn't Callizan a
white man, elther? He had been so
sure of them both, these two.

“I''m going to a theater with Mr.
Calligan, tonight,” Eva told bhim
when they were having tea to-
gether. Sha met his eves deflant-
Iy as she spoke, and Peter colored
anxiously.

“Wa've only got two seats. Wae'll
go together another night. You
won't mind?

“That isn't the point,”” he sald
gruffly. “You—you've no right
to go racing about with Callgan.
It I'd only been married such a
littla time as you and Phlllp, I'd
break another man's head for even
suggesting taking my wife out
without me."

"Eva laughed till the tecars came
into her eyes. The thought of
Phillp being sufficlently jealous of
Calligan to want to break hia Lead
struck her as decidedly funny.

“There's no harm in golng to a
theater with Mr. Calligan,” she eald
ligh ¥y, “Wa'va got two smeats—
not even a box. Bo you gee It'a
all very proper,”

“It's not proper at all,” Peter
declared angrily, “What In the
name of all that's holy has come
over vou, Bonnle? You're so flip-
pant and evnleal sometimes I hard-
ly recognize you——"

Eva turned her head away.

“1 hardly recognize myself some-
times,"” she eald with a qulek sigh.
“That's marriage I aupn‘ose: You'll
find It out when you' married,
Peter.”

“It's all rot,” he Insisted. “Tou're
not tha sort to have changed llke
this  without some blg rea-
son * * ¢ PFva—you rememb
vour wedding day—up on the land.
ing, Jjust hefore ypu and FPhilip
left & o @

She rose hurrledly.

“I don't remember anvthing. T
hate looking back! I want to inok

on all the time! Don't preach,
Peter, thers's a dear, t's  all
right—there's no harm at all in

my going out with Mr. Calligan—"

“And 1 =ay there {s!" TPetar al.
most shouted. He was red In the
face and his eves blazed.

His sister stared at him.

“I don't know what you mean,”
she sald suddenly quiet. "“Why is
there harm-—in what way do you
mean * * * Mr. Calllgan——"

“Calligan’s In love with you, that's
why,” Peter sald roughly. *“I may
be a fool, but I could a¢e that—ages
ago.'"

He turned away as he spoke. Hea
was yvounger than Eva and ke and
his brothers had alwava been ae-
customed to regard her as a sort
of second mother; it struck him as
terrible presumption on his part to
have dared to call her to account
at all.

He might have felt justified had
he seen the tell-tale color that rushed
to her face.

After a moment she managed to
lauch,

“Well, of course, if vou will
a0 perfectly absurd!” she said.

Peter did not answer, and she fol
lowed him to the window and slip-
ped a hand through his arm.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
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The white of an egg applied to
& burn is an efficacious remedy.

When cleaning a grate mix the
blncy. lead with a little turpentine.

To prevent seams stretching when
cut on the cross, machine a plece
of tape in with the seam.

To improve the appearancs of
wnoden bedsteads sponge them with
a solution of hot wataer and alum.

hen making tea add a lump of
sugar in place of one of the spoon-
fuls. The tea will be just as strong.

A littls camphor rubbed on a
mirror after the dust has been wiped
off will brighten it wonderfully.

Milk should be kept in a shallow
basin rather than in a narrow jug.
It will remain sweet far longer.

When cooking green vegetables
add agorust of bread to the wator.
:;1; will prevent the unpleasant

or.

When cooking hard-bolled eggs
boll in salt water and dip immediate-
ately in cold water. . They will thern
peel easily,

Vinegar added to the blacking
makea shoes and boots shine more
brilliantly.

——

To freshen stale vegetables, soak
them for an hour in cold water to
which the julce of a lemon has
been added.

Scratches and marks on polished
furniture can ba removed by run-
bing them with linseed oil and
turpentinae,

A pinch of salt or blearbonata o,
soda put into milk as soon as it i
delivered in the morning will help
to keep It sweet.

There is no neceasity to starch
curtains and tablecloths. Put a
tablespoonful of methylated spirit
to a gallon of rinsing water, This
will make the cloths quite stit’,
and they will ghine when ironed.

broil crisply brown.
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i OFFLER'S
BACON
Co'yaur meal man

Eppy Cure and Appy Tite

consult the crystal gazer to learn the
secret of the taste allure of ’

1, OFFLERS BACON
c/fe ﬁavo‘r &'gaﬁéa }aw-mauéf'

The mystery of this delectable dish lies in
the care of its special curing process—
assuring you the taste tang of juice-rich
fresh pork in uniformly thin slices that

No meat waste—No salt taste

Packed for
Protection '
In Neat

Pound Cartons
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